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RUPERT AND ASTERIA. 


A TALE. 


THE moon is up; the clouds are flown, 
And round the placid Queen of Night 
There floats a drapery of light, 
As fair as if from heaven it shone. 
Planet and star in vieing splendor blaze ; 
Alas! in vain they gleam while mem’ry strays 


Back to dark scenes of guilt or woe ; 
And few, whate’er their smiles may tell, 
There be, who ne’er on either dwell. 
And some, who do not dread the blow 
Of man, do yet the tear of pity shun; 
They hoard their grief, unheeded and unknown. 


The sleeping plains, the rustling groves, 
Yon cliffs, whose frown the moon-beams soften, 
The waves that kiss yon shore so often, 
All, where the eye of feeling roves, 
Of Heav’n the image bears, and superscription ; 
Which poets love to mock and call*t description. 


Such was the earth, unearthly seeing ; 

The ev’ning sky was chaste and bright, 

As that pure love that courts its light, 

Of rapture then (no wonder) dreaming ; _ 
On such a shore where not a foot, save one, 
Was near, walk’d Rurert silent, stern and lone. 


Nor aught above, nor aught around, 
That might draw his regard, unless 
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A glance, when scornful he would bless 

His natal star and natal ground. : 
Why sought he yonder shore, and why now seeks, 
To gain the foot of yonder distant peaks ? 


Is it dark érime that wounds him sore, 

Or mem’ry of some fatal folly ? 

Is it despair or melancholy, 

That he would drown in ocean’s roar ? 
Alas! seas could not quench that inward fire ; 
It burns an everlasting fun’ral pyre. 


That troubled brow and light’ning eye, 
Tell not of peace, are not for nought ; 
Yet if his breast is fir’d, the thought, 
Whate’er it be, did ne’era sigh 
Extort ; but whenit rends his soul the while, 
He’ll frown, or aye, if any see, he'll smile. 


Ah ! who that sees that haggard blight, 

And reads despair in every line, 

Would dream, that late at pleasure’s shrine, 

You knelt.and worshipp’d, day and night ; 
Would dream that late thy bosom, Rupert, bounded, 
To ev’ry note that mirth and beauty sounded ” 


And now he treads a foreign strand, 
And thinks of bliss dash’d from his taste, 
Casts his fierce eye o’er ocean’s waste, 
And thinks on other clime and land. 
But not a Jisp of past or present deigns ; 
He courts no eye or ear, nor e’er complains. 


His was erst the race of glory, 

Once nought but battle did he breathe ; 

He bore a truncheon, won a wreath, 

And earn’d (small meed) a page in story. 
But when peace came and camps and arms amov’d 
He flew to halls where ladies dwelt and lov’d. 


A thousand flitting, flirting fair, 
Danced round, and glances pass’d between, 
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That often broke his rest, I ween ; 
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But soon, one was his only care. 
Fame said, to her alone he deign’d to kneel, 
And she, soine prudes did say, would not conceal, 4 
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That, as they bluntly said, she lov’d him ; 
And ne’er was gallant lov’d by maid, 
More fond, more true, if sooth be said ; 
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At ev’ry look her heart approv’d him, 
And many a lone hour would she sit and muse 
On what he’d said, as loving maidens use. 


Not often does a maid so fair 
As bright Asterta love like her; 
For beauties, haught and vain, prefer, 
To drive their vot’ry to despair. 
They chill their hearts and wear a high disdain, 
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Love’s silken fetters make an iron chain. 


Yet none a better right could claim 

Than she to play the tyrant’s part ; 

For save some maids, by age grown tart, 
_ Her beauty prais’d each maid and dame. fis 
Her form was so divine that all the belles. Me 
By aid of stays or some such bagatelles, 





Strove hard to copy’t. Her dark eye, 
It was a gem through which the rays 
Of genius sent a sparkling blaze, 
That told of soul and spirit high. 
It sparkled, but love made it languish too, 
More witchingly than eyes of softeé blue. 


Her rosy cheek and auburn tress, 
** Were sung in many a tuneful lay, 
One smile could,”’ bards and beaus would say, 
Forever bard and lover bless :”°— 
She never gave their poesy much thought ; | 
For faith, it was the dullest ever wrought.— ii 
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And now I think on’t, I must say, 
{ never with good verses met, 








tio 
Unto a lady’s eyebrow, yet, 
Nor on a king’s or queen’s birth day. 


On Paulding’s, Hannah More’s, or Huntly’s pages ; 


({ wonder if they rbym’d for fame or wages.) 


But Heav’n forgive ’em (I cannot) 

For all the dull rbymes they have penn’d ; 

And if again, which Heav’n forefend, 

They choose to rhyme, O! let them blot, 
Most lavishly, no matter where they hit ; 
They’! spoil no line of spirit, taste or wit. 


And Rupert, too, his muse addrest, 

And sung of bright Asteria’s charms, 

And told of love’s soft, sweet alarms ; 

His verses were much like the rest. 
Critics agreed he could not claim the prize, 
But fair Asteria thought far otherwise. 


She lov’d the poet ; and the praise 
Of favour’d lover, e’en in prose, 
Is far more grateful, Heav’n knows, 
To lady’s ear, than others lays. 
A maid, who loves the poet, is indeed 
A gentle critic as a bard could need. 


Thus lov’d they on, and ev’ry hour 
Their bliss grew more and more Elysian ; 
Alas! and must the fairest vision 
E’er was enjoy’d in lady’s bower 
Vanish so soon and by such direful blow 2? 
But dark is fate-and dark is all below. 


Heav’n gave Asteria a brother, 
For wisest reasons. without doubt, 
Though mortals ne’er could make them out ; 
He lov’d not her nor any other, 
But worshipful Savirre—that was his name, 
A precious youth as e’er was known to fame. 


But [ll not eulogize at random ; 
He was a fop of no mean grade, 




























117 


He kept bis horses and his jade— 
Could rule a steed or drive a tandem. 
He was as insolent as vain, and bore 
A deadly hate to Rupert long before. 


For Rupert had full often quelled 
His insolence and borne him down; 
Saville had learn’d to fear bis frown, 
Though purpose of revenge he held. 
But when he saw his sister lov’&his foe, 
Then did he the deepest vengeance vow.— 


His vow he did not disregard ; 

He sought his sister, storming high, 

And bade her with a threat’ning eye, 

Her lover instantly discard. 
Such threats a gentle maiden’s fears may move, 
But never did nor will subdue her love. 


Asteria had no mind t’obey ; 

He rav’d in vain and fierce retired, 

With disappointed vengeance fir’d ; 

But Rupert and Saville that day, 
At some gay revel, in some gay retreat, 
With gay and fair together chanc’d to meet. 


His seat at fair Asteria’s side 
Rupert had ta’en, as he was wont. 
Saville approach’d, and rude and blunt, 
To trembling, pale, Asteria cried, 
‘¢ You shall not brave me to my face thus yet, 
Leave quick that place and to yon sofa get. 


That villian (be it where it may 

I care not) I will spurn from you.” 

Asteria wept, and ev’ry view 

Was turn’d upon this rude affray. 
Amaz’d was Rupert, and his eye fash’d bright ; 
But calm he rose to lead him forth from sight. 


He gently took his arm to go; 
But mad Saville his touch brook’d not, 
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All but bis bate and rage forgot, 

And dealt on Rupert’s cheek a blow. 
Then did his-cheek turn pale ; from such foul soil, 
His blood might well indignantly recoil. 


Soon it indignant rallied back, 
And fiercely lighten’d Rupert’s eye, 
His bosom swell’d with tempest high, 
A tempest boding fatal wrack, 
For now such foul dishonour and disgrace, 
Blood only can, by honour’s code, efface. 


Ab me! can nought beside atone ? 
No; now one blow rends every tie, 
E’en kindred, friendship, prostrate lie, 
At phantom Honour’s tyrant throne. 
That throne rais’d barbarism long ago. 
Before it shall this ‘‘age of Reason”’ bow ” 


Instant commotion reign’d throughout, 

Quick were gay purposes forgot, 

And many a fair one mourn’d the lot 

Of their quick vanish’d ball and rout. 
Saville and Rupert, each with chosen friend, 
Meanwhile stole out and to the field did wend. 


O! fair Asteria ; but now 

Thou wast the bright, the fair, the lov’d ; 

Ah ! now from all how far remov’d. 

Thy brightness dimm’d with tears ; the vow 
Of endless love that you exchang’d so late, 
How soon to perish in thy lover’s fate. 


They’ve met; they fight, thy whizzing ball, 
Hath done thy vengeance, Rupert, well. 

For hark ! that groan is Saville’s knell, 

And see him reel and prostrate fall. 
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He dies! now speed thee, tarry not an hour, 
To herse! to ship! the clouds already lour. 


He sped him to a foreign barque 
That left the bay that self same eve, 
Soon reach’d a shore where he might grieve, 
In safety, o’er the grave so dark 
Of all his hopes, of all he held most dear, 
There still he hoards his grief and his despair. 


But if his stouter heart thus shrink, 
O! what, Asteria, what must thine, 
Thy tend’rest heart? O! it melts mine 
Thought of that cup that thou must drink. 
A brother slaughtered by a lover’s stroke ! 
Heav’ns kindness sav’d her, else her heart had broke 


Bitter, oh! bitter was her grief, 

Oveg her perish’d brother’s bier. 

And soon she shed as bitter tear 

Over her love. That blasted leaf 
Must now be pluck’d away, no more must bud, 
For Heav’ns! ’tis blasted by her brother’s blood. 


But ah! she cannot pluck it out. 

She loves e’en now, Strive as she will 

She cannot hate, she must love still ; 

Love triumphs o’er her grief and doubt, 
And rightly too; stern they who disapprove ; 
It is no crime to yield her heart to love. 


Did Rupert love as faithfully ? 

His love is mingled with despair, 

For oh! Asteria ne’er can bear, 

Her brother’s blood-stain’d slayer nigh ; 
Now wild and waste and des’late must he bide, 
No hope of this nor wish for other bride.— 
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For who has loved and loved so true, 

Then been of promised bliss deceived, 

By fate of hope and love bereaved, 

Can never, never love anew. 
His heart is withered, and the chord of love 
Grown sere, no more at beauty’s touch may move. 


Soon desp’rate grown at his lorn state 
A letter of despair he wrote, 
Asteria’s pardon he besought, 
And then in fearful hope did wait, 
Her pard’ning answer: but it never came. 
She read his prayer and saw his grief and shame 


Her pity or her love now guides ; 

He cannot come there to receive 

The pardon she now longs to give ; 

On him the ban of law abides. 
Her course is fix’d ; herself will pardon bear, 
To him she’ll fly and cheer his fell despair. 


She hastes, with maid and page attended, 
Hastes with fond hopes across the main, 
Thank heav’n not cherished now in vain. 
This very bour the maid has landed. 
Now seeks the exile in bis evening haunt, 
Alone, for love no female terrors daunt. 


She drew unnotic’d near his side, 

He turn’d to see—his blood ran chill, 
(Fear not that ghost that makes thee thrill,) 
One word assured him ’twas his bride. 


And now they’ve met again, no more to sever, 
The altar joined them soon, in bliss, forever. 





